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made himself sufficiently disagreeable to other lands they
all fall upon his country and gore its gentle bosom with the
shards of war. Patriotism doesn't pay. . . . Did any other
Nordic ever think of that?
§
In any case there, to the faint strains of Giovinezza, I was
on the wet deck, being drawn along past the extraordinary
pageant of Provence and the Narbonnais. . . . Because it
was an extraordinary pageant.
I have been carried along past other lands. . . . Spain,
say, from Lisbon to Gibraltar; England, as the other day,
from the North Foreland to the Land's End; the East Coast
from Portland, Maine, to Sandy Hook. . . . And they
were just land. . . . Spain, piles of iron pyrites, rusted;
England, wet, greenish water-colour; the United States the
same but with more hardness and larger fringes of tossing
white where the sea hits it. ... But Provence is a living
thing, tossing in a dance. . . . The Primavera of Botticelli.
You see, from high on the ship, you see right into the land—
the foothills running up to the great Alps; the towns shining
in the dawn sun; the mists rolling themselves together—
and you see the whole of the country at once—from Aix to
Perpignan. Because, of course, the Narbonnais and Provence
only run from the sea to the foot of the Alps up the inverted
V of the Rhone—so you see right over both lands.
And, I suppose, because of the motion of the ship or
perhaps my state of mind, the whole land seemed to rush
along, like a school of dolphins, at the feet of the mountains.
... I don't care what those young Jews may say. . . .
Palestine was never so gay, . . . Not even when they took
them the little foxes, the little foxes that eat the grapes.
. . . And I charge you, oh, you daughters of Jerusalem and
everywhere else, that you come and do homage at these
shores, . ,
That, of course, is patriotism. . , , Because Palestine
from the sea exactly reproduces Provence and the Narbon-
nais ; it is all one Mediterranean system; all part of one
Great Route.

